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This feeling of his was of the vaguest kind. It consisted, in the first place, in feeling himself at home in the street; and not merely at home, but more so than usual. Then a sense of excitement grew in him. It seemed to Wazemmes as though, mingling in the crowd in disguise, were beings half real, half imaginary, passing close by him. One might call them lucky chances, though Wazemmes did not like to give them so definite a name.
If he put out his hand at the right moment, he would be able to grasp one of these phantoms of fortune ; or perhaps he need merely let his hand be taken. The idea made him a little giddy. He had to stand still a little longer. Perhaps he would make a beginning by just "waiting.
Precisely at this moment a gentleman, coming from the direction of the rue Lafayette, walking fast and as though he had something on his mind, also stopped at the corner of the boulevard Denain. He turned his head from side to side, not looking at anything in particular. His eyes fell by chance on a face which was quite close to him, - a face both vacuous and receptive in an extraordinary degree.
" Say, young man, may I ask you to do me a service ? **
" What is it ? "
" You know Paris ? "
"•Yes."
" How long do you think it would take you to get to the boulevard Saint-Jacques and back in the M6tro ? "
Wazemmes's first thought was to reply : " I'll go for "you/* But he looked at the station dock. Too bad 1 The train for Enghien left in twenty minutes ; and there could be no question of his missing it. That would be a much more serious matter than neglecting a job or playing truant when he was running an errand for his boss. Really, Wazemmes simply could not do it.
He explained his position as best he could to the gentleman, who did not seem to believe him and turned away with a very curt: " Thank you."
Wasemmes felt as hurt as though he had just lost his job* This errand to the boulevard Saint-Jacques could not have
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